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Entry 1 

Something is wrong, 

as the days pass I 

can feel it gnawing at 
my soul 

growing strong and 
more demanding. The 
struggle began shortly 
after Mikhail 
destroyed the rose, 
could it be that its 
destruction unleashed 
an evil that 

had been only posing 
as the spirit of the 
Grandsire...what ever 
it is I must 

begin to research it 
and find a way to 

stop it before it gets 
any stronger. 


Entry 2 
Whatever it is I am 


unsure how to control 
it or rid myself of it, 
I can find 

nothing in the ancient 
texts to explain what 
it is. It seems to 
crave the 

destruction or 
domination of the 
Kindred -- I can 

NOT allow this, if I 
can not find a cure 
soon, I will have to 
do what is necessary 
to prevent this 

from happening before 
I loose control 
completely and become 
the instrument 

of destruction. 


Entry 5 

This eve I nearly 
killed a slave of 
Illestra's just for the 
fun it, the 

knife gliding along 
the slave's neck 
drawing just a trace 
of blood seemed to 
fuel the beast and 
almost drove it toa 
frenzy. It was only 
through sheer 
determination and 
sorcery that I was 
able to contain its 
fury to stop it 

from actually killing 
the slave. Its power 
is growing...there is 
not much 

time. 


Entry 4 
This eve the struggle 


was almost lost. 
When Illestra came 


to question me 

about what happened 

to her slave, I 
remember little of 
what happened -- 

once I regained 
controlled again it 
was all I could do to 
pull back the 

knife as my hand was 
about to strike her 
again. Talia sat 
across the room a 
stunned look upon her 
face, I could feel the 
rage building again 
and forced 

her to leave before I 
lost control again. I 
can no longer trust 
myself 

being with my 

brothers and sisters. 
My studies here have 
been fruitless. I 
must continue my 
research for as long 
as I can hold out. I 
hear there is a 

place of great magical 
learning and ancient 
arts hidden ina 
valley to the 

south. Perhaps there 
is still time. At 
least there I will not 
be able to 

harm the others. 


